The Bloody G ARDENER's Cruelty; 


Gr, The Shepherd's Daughter betrayd. 


OMS all you cor ant lovers, and to metnd an ear, 
Ang mind this izd reiation. which [ do 2iveyyou here: 
t is of a maiden fair, a Shepherd's daughter dear , 
But lovs did prove heruter overthrow. 
She was of beauteous mold; fair and clear to behold, 
Ai by a nobielord ſhe courted were, 
ut Was tu young, We find, a8 yet fond lave ts mind; 
| Yerlittie Cupid did her heartenſna-s. 
His parents thev were all of high degres, 
They ſaid, She i;no match at all tor thee 
If you our bleſſing have, grant us but what we crav=. 
And wed with none bu: whom we ſhali agree. 
Dear fon, tcr you we have choſen out a bride, 
With ftore of gold and b-autitui befide : 
Of a temper kind ang tree, the {$ rhe p:1; for me, 
Cut not a Shepherd?* daughitcr of mean degree, 
And i: by us you'll not be t:ed or led, 
You trom our prefenceiha!l be banisned : 
Ne more WE Will YOu OWN, to be 0147 only fon 1 
Thibie! vir vl be done, toend the !Erite, 
Maca: lai he it a begying I should 20, 
thuujd be wel! contented fo todo, 
\ fthat] couid but haverke girl that | do crave, 
No c:irfed guid how yart my love and me. 
W 35 the as por as Job, and I of royal robe, 
And lcd of ail the giove ſh2ſhoule be ine, 
His maher ſaid in ſcorn, Thou rt taoſt nob'y b +: 5, 
AT3 with a beggar's brz: thallnever join, 
He hearing ot his owt -r 10 fa G1, 
His eyes did then with tears uke t wm ans flow ; 
Saying, 2 promiſel have mace, andi:.r heagc b<' ray'dy 
I hetefore ru erher 07 Oy Lace { clue, 


A crueIfnare then for her liſezhe laid, 
And for oa this thin 2, oh! then ehedid, 
With her Gaztener ane agreed, to do .he bloody ded 
And burcher her forthwith, and dig her grave. 

Torhe Bloody Gardener he pave toreſcore P212Rd5, 
To murder her and lay her under ground, | | 
All ina graveſo deep, incveraſting ſleep, 

-oping her fair body would not be tound. 

She wree a lecter, and ſent ic with ſpeed: 
Saying, My deareſt,with haſte now proceed, 
Meet me thisnight, Uve ſomething to declare, 
Poor giri, ahe little thought upon the ded. 

The youthiul akepherdess of thiarothing knew, 
But vent £0 meet her true loveas ſhe uſed to do: 


She ſexcch'd the garden all around, but n5 :ru> loye ſh: foy gd, 


At i: nh the Fiuody Gardener did appear. 

W hztl; unveſs have you here, madam, [ pray ? 
Are you come here to rob the garden ga; ? 

(.riv3 ghe, No theit lam, but wait for that young-namy 
wW 10 div this night appoint to meet me here. 

! i2 {yoke no more, but ſtrait a knife Þo $1 yl, 
a11plerc'd her heart before on2 word {j - froke, 
12.107 the ground he fell, crying, Sven love, Eiry ol, 
(Z v-2{come, welcome, Death, thy fatal itroke. 

Was tals. done now, my dear; by your detion Þ 
{rx by your cruel parents molt unkind, 

Ny life ts thus betray'd ?=tarewell vain worl?, zh {aid 
i nope in heaven [ a placeshall find 

Br when he ſec herlite wisreally goons, 
Iram-:diately he lay'd herin the ground, 
With flowers fine and gay herC07ple $i 1 overlayy 
1-yending that her, dody (993 197 be fond, 


Now all the time thiwlord henotherg knew, 
But went ro meer his + 2 loveas he uied ro do, 
He ſfearch'd the vallies round, but nv true love he ts 8; 
The little lambs went wanderin:;3 to anc tra! 


Lamemtinz grea:ly for their !hepherdeſf 

Then he 4id lay hi:n dow upon the grals 
The heavens he <id implore, to ſee his love once mor, 
Oh! then; ye Godsabove, I am furely bleit, 

Oh! whicher (bell I ſeek that angel] t>iph: ? 
Who is alone my pleature and delight : 
Pray, it alive he 52. let me my true love (er, 
Or elſe my 'oul will quickly take its flight, 

Whereat the woods 2nd groves began to mourn ; 
The ſmall birds they did fing a mourntulltune, 


Crying, Your leve k gone, and you left quite alone, 
'Thenon a motiy bank he lgid him down. 


He had no fooner cloe'd his eves to ii-e;, 
Bur a 2iillk-white dove came to hia breaſt, 
Her fluttering wings did beat,. which wak'd him ow: of 1435 
fnd then the dove took wing, and te was blctt, 


To this mother's 2arden frait he did repair, 
For to b::moan the ifs of his ov:n dear, 
Here the dove vi<e more he ſeas, {ar on a myntie tree; 
W ich dropping wings diſcon(olate ſhe did appear, 
Oh! dove diſconſolate, viiy lo jo8 coene ? 
[ lave you mot loſt your love, +51 havedone ? 
That you d.: doge me here, #0 Mort cank ber: 
Then thus the dove replied, and jriien flew down, 
Saying A was your motaer order'd it fo, 
Ther from her milk whi'e breaſt the biood did Fow. 
To the grove he did repair, but fonnd neue loye 1tcte 
FHomewards then is Þv mother he ad go. 


And ſaid, Morh-r moſt Cri &) arg leyere, 
{ fear you've kad my joy ang +47 car; 
For 2 60v5, | do declre, dis al} in bluog 2p7243, 
1 f:id, if fig is 6529, her tate {I}, ſhare. 


Migmorher Fering whatthe fon dd Tay, 
%0turn'd as pate a* dear}. 2nd (voon'd away: | 
Thon into diffraction run. ed rold what ibs hal & 19 
Anc wherethe virgins bor's 77, enJay, : 
He (214 no more, bul 1t121 waysto0k a Kinke, 
Ana figs Farewe!! uw ito conitorr of my fe, = 
Then into the garden tow amd perC'd hisboc'y white 
And ſaid, It was care” gold cauſed all this ſt:ite. 
Theſe loyal lovers i”: one tamb were taid, 


- And mary 2 briny tear for them was ſhed, 


And hang'd ni chains ior Boing Hoaveacy 


